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Raghu : | didn’t come to class 
yesterday because | had a tooth 
ache. 


‘Shyam : Oh, really? How is your 
tooth now? 


Raghu : | don't know. It is with 
the dentist right now. 


Ajay. V. Joshi, aged 14 








Tipu : What do you call your 
mothor's elder and younger sisters? 
Hari : Minimum and Maximum of 


course! 
‘Theni. G. Ramesh 





Rinku : What's the opposite of the 


word minimum? 


Ritu : Minidad, | think! 
Theni. G. Ramesh 
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Of all created things, the loveliest 
And most divine, are children. 
= William Canton, 


Vol. 1. No. 10 





April ‘89 


Dear Children, 

Many of you must already know the sad news ! have 
for you this month. Our beloved Honorary Editor, Mr. Al 
Valliappa, who spent his life working untiringly on your behalf, 
is no more! 

‘My father sang Mr. Al. Valliappa’s songs to me when | 
was a child. In turn I sang them to my daughter who now 
sings them to her son! My grandson sings the song about the 
temple elephant in his childish voice, swaying his tiny body in 
time to the rhythm of the verse. Mr. Al. Valliappa’s songs are 
thus a part of an established tradition in many families 

They say a man lives forever through his writing. 
Though we can never again look upon Mr. Al, Valliappa’s 
twinkling eyes and smiling countenance again, he lives on in 
the hundreds of poems he was uritten for children. Each of 
these poems serve as an encouraging beacon of hope to his 
many young fans and show them the way to a meaningful 


life 

Mr. Al, Valliappa was born into a simple family. He 
joined the Indian Bank early in his career, and soon rose to 
‘an important position, He formed the Association of Writers 
for Children in 1950 and served as its first President. He 
encouraged many writers through this forum by instituting 
‘awards and releasing their books, He was also the Special 
Officer for Children’s Books, in the South Indian Languages 
Book Trust for over five years, His tireless work for children 
thas won him many awards and honours, 

Mr. Al. Valliappa exemplified in his own life, the 
goodness of character which he sought to develop in children 
His life long objective was to awaken children to a sense of 


‘moral responsibility and duty, in order to sow the seeds of 
greatness in them. His stories and poems are simple, yet 
bring children into contact with noble ideals. 

Mr. Al. Valliappa was as a child in the company of 
children, who always took him to their hearts. He loved to 
invite children to the terrace of his house on moonlit nights, 
and tell them stories and hear them sing! 

‘Soon after he retired from the bank, Mr.Al. Valliappa 
became the Honorary Editor of Gokulam, He had very clear 
ideas of how a children's magazine should or should not be, 
He designed Gokulam to suit the needs of its young readers; 
boys and girls who will one day be great citizens of India 

We at Gokulam hope to carry on his good work. We 
look forward to your love and your parents’ support in order 
to do so, 


With love, 
\aivde 
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K, RAJENDRAN, 
Editor, Gokulam, 
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Our beloved Honorary Editor, Mr. Al. Valliappa is no 
longer in our midst. His absence will be sorely felt amongst 


his frends and adrrirers. 

‘Those of you who have read his poems and stories 
ill enjoy reading this interesting account of his childhood 
which shaped his Ife. It has been adapted for you from his 
biography written by|Dr. Peovonnen who is achikiren’s writer 
himself and a.close associate of Mr. Al. Valliappo. 























hey say there is no place quite _wasbom in Rayavaram,on Novem: 
like home, and that one’s birth ber 7, 1922. 


place always seems tobe the best. I came by my name, ina rather 
place on earth, So it was tome. I. strange manner. One day when I 


was just a newborn baby, | started 
crying loudly, apparently for no 
reason atall, My mother and aunt 
tried desperately toconsole me but 
I continued to howl despite their 
best efforts. Just as they were at 
their wits’ end, one of the women 
who were gathered there was poss 
essed by the spirit of young girl 
who had died nearby. The spirit 
promised to make me stop crying 
if 1 was named after it. My super 
stitious auntand mother promised 
to name me after the child who 
had died. Her name had been Valli 
‘ammai; so | was named Valliappa 
My parents were wonderful 


THOSE 
CHILDHCOD 
DAYS. 


people. My father Azhagappa continued hisline of work. He was 
Chettiar had been the manager of a good man anda loving father. He 
a successful pawn shop in Burma was also honest and disciplined. 
buthad returned toIndiawherehe He was admired for these quali 














ties, Infacthis sense of duty was so 
strong, that he would account for 
every paisa at the end of each day. 
Very often he would send me here 
and there to the houses of his 
clients, ate at night in order to settle 
accounts. My mother didn't like 
this and often pleaded with him to 
send me at dawn, but my father's 
sense of order never permitted the 
night to lapse before the deals were 
settled. 


My mother's name was Umayal 
Aachi. She was very kind and 
loving. She wasalso verygenerous. 
Perhaps it is from watching her, 
that I found my own joyin giving a 
person something. Feeding me 
was her favourite pastime and she 
enjoyed it very much, 

4 


Pithaps it was because | had 
heard so many stories about Sri 
Krishna — I was quite a naughty 
child, “Before you were born Iwas 
stung bya scorpion,” said my super- 
stitious mother, “'So scorpions can 
neverharm you!” Itook this know- 
ledge to heart. | often fearlessly 
caught scorpions and entrapped 
them in maich boxes. When some 
onein the familyasked fora match 
box I would give them one and 
laugh loudly to see them squealing 
with fright when they saw the scor- 
pion, 

In my garden, was a guava tree. 
Italways carried an abundance of 
good fruit. Often even the tender 
raw guavas were sweet. Itis said 
that a fruit bitten by a squirrel is 
often the sweetest of all. I would 








pluck some fruit and run to give 
them to some of our neighbours or 
friends. 

“This fruits from our own garden. 
Just try it!” I would say. They 
would take the fruit from my hand 
but hesitate to bite into it when 
they saw that a large bite had al- 
ready been taken from it. “Don't 
worry,” I would say. “Goon takea 
bite. ltsjustbeen bitten bya squirrel” 
But once the friend had started 
eating the fruit lwould startto giggle 
“What's the matter, child?” the 
friend would ask. “It was I who 
had taken abite from that guava!” 
Twould say and laugh heartily. 


Op peishbours name was also 
/Achagappa Chettiar. His wife 
was Alamelu Aachi. They were both 


fond of me forl was darkand small 
made and always laughing and 
playing. As they had no children 
of their own they told my parents 
that they wished to adopt me! 
‘Adoption wasa common practice 
in Chettinad. My parents agreed 
for though our neighbours were 
not rich they were good people, 
and in any case they felt that I 
would be near home. But a few 
days before Iwas tojoin theirhouse- 
hold Alamelu Aachi died. Her 
husband was stricken with grief. 
Soitwas not until much later that 
moved in with him. He wasa loving 
father and I gave him all the respect 
which I gave my own parents. 


hen I was six years old, Ijoined 
Wite peimary school in Reya- 
varam. I was very excited for new 








books anda slate were given to me. 
The school was called the Gandhi 
school and what! learnt there was 
the basis, the very foundation upon 
which [built the rest of my life. All 
my principles were formulated by 
the teachers in the Gandhi school 
and the noble concepts of service 
tothe motherland, pride in my own 
language and devotion to God were 
inculeated in me. 

The school was started and run 
by Kadiresa Chettiar, a man com- 
mitted to the cause of education 
and Indian freedom. He tried to 
instil in the students of the school 
the principles of Mahatma Gandhi. 
Every aspect of mylife was influen- 
ced by this atmosphere and the 
words of my teachers, The following 
incident reveals the depth of this 
influence. 


We were non-vegetarians. The 
school was very close to our house. 
When mymother heard the school 
bell ring at lunch time, she would 
havea piping hot meal ready. She 
would always prepare some non 
vegetarian dish for me. 

But vegetarianism was upheld 
asa virtue in school. The teachers 
would tell the children not to eat 
meat and smell the children’s right 
hand and check their breath to 
make sure they hadn't. Many 
mothers found a way around this 
test. Not wanting their child to 
stop eating meat, and at the same 
time wanting their child to remain 
in the teachers good books, they 
gave their children a clove or a 
seed of cardamom affter their non- 
vegetarian lunch! 

My mother did not realize my 


strength of mind. “Eata little meat 
son or you will grow thin!” she said 
when I turned it down. “No one 
willknow. If your teacherasks, you 
can sayyou didn’t have any!" But! 
was absolutely sure. “I will not eat 
meatand lie to my teacher!” I said 
firmly. 'Ihate the thought of eating 
itand cheating my teacherby ating 
cardamom seeds!I'¢ rather not eat 
meat at all!” 


‘0 take tuition was fashionable 

in those days. Itwasa matter of 
prestige. Not to be outdone my 
father arranged for the Gandhi 
school headmaster Anandam Pillai 
to tutor me. These classes at home 
invariablybegan with a prayer. Be 
sides school subjects, my tuition 


master recited for me the choicest 
morsels of Tamil poetry. 1 was 
always thrilled with the beauty of 
the words and the depth of their 
meaning. 


Soon | was promoted from class 
IIlto class IV. Excited, | ran home 
to tell my father the good news. 
My father just laughed and said, 
“Well! The man taught you nothing 
but poetry, He has to give me 
something in return for the fat fee 
of sixty rupees I gave him doesn't 
he? Thatis whyhe promoted you!” 


Iwas very upsetby this remark. | 
refused to have tuition and was 
determined to pass on my own 
merit. The next promotion (from 
class IV to class V) was truly by my 
‘own effort! 





Wn tinshed primary school 
in the year 1934 in Rayavaram, 
Iwas enrolled in Sri Boomeeswara 
‘Swami High School in Ramachan: 
drapuram, which is a small part of 
Kadiyapatti town. It was locally 
called the Kadiyappati school. It 
had been started by S.T. Chocka: 
lingam Chettiar, and was located 
‘on what had come to be known as 
the High School street. 

The son of an aquaintance 
Periyanan went to school bybullock 
cart. My father arranged for me to 
ride with him for three rupees a 
month. A poor young brahmin 
Ananthanarayanan also studied at 
the school. We gave him a free 
ride everyday. Loved those bumpy 
rides, The owner of the cart was 
Azhagappan. He was the oldest of 





usfour. He wasa good cart driver. 
Inhisabsence Periyanan and | took 
turns at driving the cart. That was 
mostexciting. Sometimes we would, 
have bullock cart races because 
several other carts plied between 
Rayevaram and Ramachandra: 
puram everyday. 


‘oon my father decided that it 
Seroud quicker for me to travel 
by bus. He would give me two 
annas for bus fare, and on the odd 
‘occasion something extra to spend. 
For a few months | went regularly 
bybus but then noticed several poor 
students walking to school. I deci- 
ded to walk home in the evenings 
and save an anna, for there would 
be no time for that in the morning, 


The money which I saved bought 
me books for I was thirsting for 
knowledge. 

Itwason one of these long walks 
home that my first poem was com- 
posed. A group of us were walking 
home from schooland we stopped 
in front of a poster which said 
“Lost Jungle.” It was a film poster 
and beneath it was a Tamil trans- 
lation of the same — Kaanada 
Kadu, The words had an allitera- 
tive lit to them, "Kanada Kadu.. 
Kanduvittal Odu...” (If you have 
seen it, run on) I shouted. ‘The 
boys repeated the little rhyme and 
ranafterme, Our young feet beat 
out the metre, Soon | added an 
other line... “Oliva idam thedu!” 
(Look for a place to hide!) Yelling 
the lines over and over we ran 
towards Rayavaram, And the poem 
grew in length. 

Twas just thirteen years old and | 
didn’t know that my early efforts 
would lead me to a life of poetry 
written for innocent children; a life 
which I dedicated to their cause 


Gokulam has great plea- 
sure in announcing the 
name of the winner of the 
cash prize of Rs. 100/- for 
the best children’s contri- 
bution in this issue. 


THE WINNER! 

C. Shanker 

32/2 Hudco Colony 
Peelamedu 
Coimbatore 641 004 











Up in the air 
Ifly at a height 

Just like a bird — 

Tam very light. 

Til get caught in a tree 

If you don't hold me tight 

But up in the sky 

I'm a beautiful sight! 

With me, children play 

And over me fight 

And draw on my face 

To ive everyone a fright! 

In wartime I carried messages 
And. whisked out of enemy sight. 
But now I love peace 

I'm everyone's delight. 


G. Karthik, aged 10 








THE MONKEY 


CARTOONIST : RaNu+ ) 


‘There was always a long quéve outside Mrs. Girafe had a stiff neck, 
Dr. Elephant’ clinic... Such a long neck! 
= 











































































































THEADVENTURES o 
AMAR wwoICHIB0 


chibo couldn't keep her eyes open 
in class, Every now and then she 
would nod off and wake up again 
with a start. It was a warm after 
noon and a Grammar class was in 
Ms, Padma droned on 


progress 
and on about Propositions... or 
\was it Prepositions... Prop... Prep. 


Prop... Prep...? 
Wek up” sada soft and gentle 


voice in Ichibo's ear. It was 

the Stranger from Grammarland! 
“thas been such a long time since 
you and Amar visited us, Ichibo. 1 
can see that you are finding this 
class boring. Why don’t you come 
with me to Grammarland right 
now and meet the Prepositions in 
person? They are Prepositions, 
by the way... not Propositions!" 
said the Stranger, chuckling loudly, 
Ichibo looked across at Amar 
and signalled to him that they 
should visit Grammarland, All 
traces of sleep had vanished from 
Amar's eyes wh now shone with 
excitement, He had seen their 
dear friend from Grammarland, 








but no one else had, for he was 
invisible to everyone but the two 
of them. 

Amar and Ichibo closed their 
eyes and wished hard, and in a 
litle while, they found themselves 


in Grammattand. 
A\ lithe Prepositions had gathered 
together to meet Amar and 
Ichibo. The Stranger introduced 
the Prepositions, “This is At, On, 
In, By, From, Into, Off, Up, For, 
and Alter,” ‘said the Stranger 
“There are many more Preposi 
tions whom you will meet later!" 
The Prepositions were all tiny 
fellows but they looked as if they 
were very important people. 
Preposition It came upto Amar, 
Hello!" he said. “Hello!” said 
Amar, “And what do you do?” 
“We show the relation between 
a Noun or a Pronoun or some 
other word in a sentence. 











RADHA PADMANABHAN 





“For example?” asked Ichibo. 
“Well look at these sentences” 
said Preposition It — 


understand,” said Amar. “Well 
look at these phrases,” said Pre- 
position At : 





‘The dog is underthe table 
‘The cow jumped over the moon, 
She dived into the swimming poo! 
He goes by car to schoo! 

Tam writing to my friend. 











“English is the easiest language 
to leam,” said Preposition In. “But 
it is the most difficult to master. 
‘That is because of us!” He stuck 
‘out his chest with pride, 


“Yes,” said Preposition On, 
“You can never master the many 
different ways we are used.” 

“Impossible,” said Preposition 
At nodding wisely, “To the 
beginner in English we are mad 
dening, especially in phrases.” 

“What do you mean? I don't 





She made up her face. 
Shantha's mother asked her to make 
cdo with the old dress. 

Ravi and Raja made up soon alter 
they quarreled. 

She made up her mind to marry John. 
Sushila couldn't make out what the 
teacher said 








“Wow! said Ichibo. 

“You fellows certainly manage 
a variety of meanings in phrases” 
said Amar. 

“Not only that” said Preposition 
Up with a mischievious smile, “We 
confuse English learners. Make 
up for instance, means to put to- 
gether. It also means to pretend 
(She made up a story). It also 
means to become friends again, 





to apply paint on the face and to 
make good or compensated!" 
‘Amar and Ichibo were fascinated 
by the Prepositions who formed a 
circle round them and sang: 


It was time to go, Amar and 
Ichibo told the Stranger that their 
\isit this time had been particularly 
interesting 


wre happened at school to- 
day?” asked Ichibo's mother. 


“What do you mean nothing? 
asked Ichibo's mother a litle cross 
ly. 


“Well”, said Ichibo with a naugh: 
ty smile, “We all got together and 
got up a play about two dear 
friends getting on well together. 
The teacher didn’t get at what we 
were doing, We tried to get out of 
class but couldn't make the get 
‘way and so couldn't get off the 
hook, We...” 





“Well get lost!" said Ichibo's 
mother and laughed. 











‘About 90% of a water melon is water! 
That means if you squeezed all the 
water out of a 10 pound water melon 
you would get about 9 pounds of 
water! Many common things have 
‘more water than we may think The 
‘human body is 65% water and milk is 
‘85%; the banana 76%; a tomato 94%: 
‘a carrot 88%; an orange 86%: an apple 
84% and a capsicum is 93% woter. 


‘ohan was a chatter box! He 

loved to talk, but he did not 
like to listen, As he was eating his 
breakfast he chattered away about 
the wonderful radio programme 





he had heard. 

“Mohan, look your trousers are 
frayed around the edges. They 
look dreadful. Wear a new pair!” 
said his mother. But Mohan did 
not hear her. 
chattering about the new radio 


He just went on 























programme. 

He set off to school wearing his 
old frayed trousers. The boys in 
his school laughed at him. “Why 
Mohan's wearing frayed trousers,” 
they cried, Mohan was embarrass 
ed. “A bad start to the day!” he 
thought. 


n class, Mohan kept talking to 
This friend about a game of foot 
balll which was to be played that 
evening 
hildren, do all the sums on 
page 80,” said the teacher. But 
Mohan was chattering so hard, he 
did not hear him. 

When there were just ten mintites 
for the bell, he remembered 
had to do his sums. So he quickly 
opened his Mathematics text book 
















to page 60 and did all the sums 
on that page. 

‘Mohan!” said the teacher as 
the children were about to leave 
the class. “You haven't done the 
sums on page 80! These are the 
easy sums on page 60. You were 
chattering and didn't pay attention 
to what | was saying. Stay in class 
and finish the sums this evening. 
You cannot go to play foot ball!” 

‘Mohan was most annoyed. “This 
is turning out to be a very bad 
day!” he thought. 


eography class began. The 
Grreacher taught the children 
about the great rivers of the world. 
Mohan of course, did not listen. 

Throughout the class he kept com: 
planing about being detained after 








school to finish his sums, 
Suddenly the teacher saw him 
' the lesson 
and singled him out, “Mohan, tell 
the class how a delta is formed!” 
she said. 
Mohan had paid no attention 
to her at all, So he could not 
answer her question, All the other 
children knew the answer. ‘They 
laughed at Mohan, He felt ridi 
culed, 

“Every singh 
going wron 
“It's not fair!" 
Opie play aroun the teacher 

asked the boys to stand in line 
for drill. 


hing seems to be 
thought Mohan, 


‘The whistle blew and 





their teacher gave the command 
to begin exercise 3. Mohan was 
talking to his friend Ram about his 
lovely new shirt. So he did not 
hear the command to begin exer 
cise 3, He started exercise 6 
instead, The teacher rebuked him 
and the boys teased him. 

Mohan was very imitated. “What 
a temible day this has been! Thank 
God! It's nearly time for the bell,” 


he thought. 

By. Dalhpast four Mohan was 
home. Mohan’s sister Kamala 

told him not to touch the brass 

kettle which was extremely hot 
Mohan was busy telling his 
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mother about his dreadful day at 
school. He did not listen to 
Kamala's words of waming. As 
he talked he lifted the kettle and 
burnt his fingers badly, 


That was the last straw. Mohan 
began to cry. His fingers hurt 
dreadfully. He ran out of the house 
and sat silently beneath the Neem 
tree, trying to control his tears. “A 
terrible day!” he said out loud 


“Who made it a bad day. 
Mohan?" said a chirpy voice from 
the branches above him. It was 
2. little bird 

“heard your mother asking you 
to wear new trousers — who did 
not listen? Your teacher asked 





you to do the sums on page 80 — 
who did not listen? In Geography 
class your teacher explained to the 
class how a delta was formed — 
‘who did not listen? On the play 
ground your teacher asked you to 
do exercise 3, — who did not 
listen? Your sister asked you not 
to touch the kettle — who did not 
listen?” 
Mohan dropped his head in 
ame. “I did not listen! he said, 
es, little bird! It was a bad day 
for me because I did not know 
when to talk and when to listen!" 
The litle bird fluffed its feathers. 
“Remember God gave you two 
ars but only one mouth, so listen 
twice as much as you talk!” 














and juicy, 


Pack off to school with Frooti 
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A\ tithe toys in Sukanya's cup 
board were very excited. Uncle 
Kumar, who was in the Navy, had 
just brought back an electric train 
set for little Sukanya from abroad, 

The train was called Blue Star 
because a blue star was painted 
on the engine. There were tinier 
blue stars painted on all the com: 
partments, right down to the 
guard's van 

It was a complete train set, with 
a number of railway tracks, goods 
wagons, a station and platforms, 
sheds and signals, 

Even the grown-ups were fasci 


nated by it. In fact, poor Sukanya 
hardly got a chance to play with 
her train set. Her father and Uncle 
Kumar began to spend a lot of 
time in her room! 


t midnight, the toys in 

Sukanya's cupboard came to 
life. They eagerly clustered around 
the new addition to the family. 
They chatted and exchanged 
names, 

“Goodness! What a fine train 
you are! I wish I could ride in you 


at least once!” sighed Gootamgoo 
the pigeon, expressing what was 
in every toy's heart. 

“Come along then! What are 
you all waiting for?” Blue Star said 
ina friendly voice. “I can give you 
all rides!” 

“Hurrumph.... Hurrumph.., Let's 
set out the tracks then!" trumpeted 
Jumbo, the stuffed elephant. Rajah 
the stuffed lion, and Baloo the 
teddy bear helped him. 

“[ shall fit the plug into the 
socket,” offered Mintoo the 
monkey and clambered on the 
chair to do so. 

“Come on, everyone! Line up 
for your tickets,” neighed Sultan 
the wooden horse. The tickets he 
sold were the coloured counters 
from the Ludo set! 

‘The toys all piled in, Each chose 
to sit with his or her best friend, 
Jumbo was so large that an open 
wagon had to be specially attached 
for him! 

Moti the mouse, who was acting 
as stationmaster, ran up and 
down the platform, 

“All aboard and ready to go!” 
he squeaked loudly, as he pressed 
the switch. He also blew the whistle 
“Phee! Phee!! Phee!! 

Blue Star immediately gave 
several loud toots and slowly 
moved off, There were cheers 
and cries of pleasure as the train 
gathered speed, Blue Star preten: 
ded that he was a real train and 
ran along the railway track impor: 
tantly. All good things must come 
to an end sometime and soon the 
tide was over. Many of the toys 
were reluctant to get down. 
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“Don't worry. [Hl give you more 
rides later!" Blue Star assured his 
friends. “Now, come on the rest 
of you! Get ready to go!” 

The walkie talkie dolls which 
belonged to Sukanya and the toy 
soldiers had their turn next, The 
animals from the toy farm also 
crowded around the platform. 

“Moo... Moo.... Moo!" lowed 
Nana the cow. “Cluck... Cluck... 
Cluck!” clucked Henny the hen. 
“Heehaw... Heehaw!" brayed 
Dinky the donkey, “Can we have 
a ride please?" Blue Star asked 
them to sit in the wagons. The 
little wooden animals were most 
thrilled to ride in a train! 

‘When all the toys had had their 
rides, Blue Star decided to take a 
trip by himself. This time, Jumbo 
acted as stationmaster, But, in his 
great excitement, he pressed the 
‘wrong switch which got stuck, and, 
instead of going forward, the train 
began to run in the opposite 
direction! 

The guard's van came first, 
{followed by the compartments and 
wagons. Right at the end was 
Blue Star's engine! It was really a 
most comical sight! 

Jumbo clutched his fat tummy 
and trumpeted with laughter. 
“Hurrumph! Hurrumph!! Hur 
umphl!!" "Grr. Grr... Grr!" growled 
Baloo loudly. “Rrr... Rrv... Rrr!" 
Rajah roared with mirth. “Neigh... 
Neigh.... Neigh!" neighed Sultan 
mently. "Chhee... Chee... 
Chhee!” chattered Mintoo in 
amusement, So many different 
animal noises could be heard! 
‘The other toys left what they were 











doing and came to see what the 
excitement was about, and all of 
them began to laugh. 

Even Blue Star had to join in 
the laughter, The toys liked him 
even better then before for his 
readiness to laugh at himself 

“What a good sport you are! 
Will ou give us rides again?” squea- 
ked Mot. “Certainly!” agreed Blue 
Star chuffing backwards. “But 
someone will have to stop me first!” 

‘Suddenly a noise was heard and 
the toys rushed back to their cup- 
board. There was no time to try 
and make Blue Star come to a 
halt, for it was already dawn. 


G20" bright morning sunlight 
came flooding into the 
room. After breakfast, Sukanya 





ran into her room. And there was 
Blue Star running backwards! 

“Who has been playing with 
Blue Star?” wondered Sukanya. 
Had Uncle Kumar or her father 
left the train set out the night 
before? She quickly called to 
them, Uncle Kumar made the toy 
stop and start, but Blue Star ran 
backwards despite their best 
efforts. 

But suddenly Sukanya clapped 
her hands. "Oh, no leave it alone! 
Thave a splendid idea! Let's call it 
‘Blue Star Special’ because it's a 
very special train!” she cried. So 
from that day, the train was called 
Blue Star Special. 

Sukanya doesn't know the real 
reason why the train runs back- 
ward. But you and I know, don't 
we? 





April '89 


Dear Readers, 

For most of us, the English language offers access 
into the wonderful world of facts. Because we can read 
English, we can read many excellent books which have been 
published in English both in India and abroad. We can 
understand and learn things about which matiial may not 
be available in our own lanquage. 

However, in our search for information, we must not 
ignore the beauty of the English language itself. The easiest 
way to enjoy and appreciate this beauty is to turn to the dast 
amount of literature which has been published in English 

There is a great literary tradition in England which is 
exemplified in the works of literary giants like Shakespeare, 
Milton, Keats or Eliot. But English is used all over the world 
today, and other countries, like Nigeria, Sudan, India, 
Australia, New Zealand and Canada, (to name just a few) 
‘are also developing a tradition of literatures in English 

‘Ours is a shrinking world. Distances mean very little 
to us. Interaction between different cultures of the world is 
at its peak. To truly understand and appreciate cultures and 
tradition, other than our own, we must tun to their literature. 

Before school closes for the summer ask your English 
teacher to help you make a list of the books which you can 
read. Perhaps by the time school reopens again you will be 
a little more sensitive, and a litle more aware of the world 
‘around you... 

Expecting to hear from you at my usual address — 


GOKULAM, Guindy, Madras - 600 032. 
Your friend. 


Aunty keels 


What is plasma? 
P. Anuradha, 
Modras. 
A Plasma is the liquid part of the 
blood, in which the red and 
white blood cells float. It is the red 
‘oxygen carrying cells that give the 
blood its red colour. The plasma 
itself is straw-coloured. You may 
have seen some, oozing out round 
abum, Plasma is 90 percent water, 
with various proteins and salts. 
Along with the red cells, the 
plasma helps to cary oxygen from 
the lungs to the body tissues which 
need it to break down their food. 
‘When the tissues have finished with 
the oxygen, the blood carries the 
carbon dioxide waste back to the 
lungs in order for it to be breathed 
out 
It also carries food, at various 
stages of absorption, round the 
body to the tissues, and takes the 
waste away to the kidneys from 
where itis passed out of the body, 


Plasma is also a vehicle for toxins 
and antitoxins, special substances 
designed to fight infection in our 
bodies. 


Who started the Scout Move- 

ment? 

S. Prakash, 

Cuddalore. 
A Te Scout movement was form 

ed in 1908 after the appear- 

ance of a book, Scouting for Boys, 
written by the then Inspector 
General of Cavalry in the British 
Army, Lieutenant Colonel Sir 
Robert Baden Powell, ‘The author 


had intended his ideas to be used 
by existing youth organizations, but 
it soon became evident that a new 
movement had begun 

Baden Powell had held an ex- 
periment camp on Brownsea Island 
in Poole harbour, Dorset and put 
into practice his ideas on the train- 
ing of boys, He thought they 
should organize themselves into 
small, natural groups of six or seven 
under a boy leader, Their training 
should add another dimension to 
their education by including map- 
ping, signalling, rope-knotting, first 
aid and all the skills needed in 
camping and similar outdoor acti 
vities in which self-reliance is impor- 
tant. 

Before being accepted as a 
scout, a boy had to promise to do 
his duty to God and his country or 
sovereign, to help other people at 
all times and to obey the Scout 
Law. This was a simple code of 
chivalrous behaviour easily appre- 
ciated by boys. It was not long 
before the movement spread from 
Britain to other countries, like ours. 


or 





What is paper mash? How 
is it made into statues? 
Durga Pandyan, 
Coimbatore. 
A The term is actually spelt papier 
méché, Itis French and means 
“chewed paper”, Although the 
art of making articles of papier 
maché, beautifully decorated and 
lacquered, had been known in the 
East for centuries, the process was 
first used in the West by the French 
early in the 18th Century. 

Waste paper was tom and shred- 
ded, soaked in water and pressed 
into moulds, glue or paste being 
applied between each layer. In- 
terest spread to other countries. 
Papier maché was used in England 
as a cheap substitute for carved 
woodwork, and Frederick the Great 
established a papier m&ché factory 
in Berlin in 1765. 

‘The industry declined during the 
second half of the 19th Century, 
but the substances is still used in 
the manufacture of toys, masks 
and model scenic materials. Trays 
are also made from it. 


‘What is dust made of ? 
G. Ganesh, 
Erode. 


A\ts litle pieces of eventing 
you have around the house, 
mixed with particles from the out- 
side world or even outer space. 
You can tell lot about a person's 
lifestyle from the dust collected in 
their house. 
Household dust contains fibers 
from your clothing, carpeting and 
26 


upholstery, hairs from you and your 
pets, crumbs of paint and bits of 
‘wood, flakes of skin and everthe 
residue of what you cook. 

Mixed with that are soil, pollen, 
crumbled concrete and anything 
else that may come in on your 
shoes or blow in through the win- 
dow. Some particles may even 





come from disintegrated meteo: 
rites, which constantly shower the 
earth with debris. 

Dust particles clump together 
for several reasons, Some pick 
up a static charge and are drawn 
to particles of an opposite charge, 
Others simply fall to the floor and 
are swept by drafts to still spots 
Q Why does the leaning tower 

of Pisa lean? 

KS. Narayan, 

‘Madras. 
A The tower of Pisa is the bell 

tower of the cathedral of Pisa 

in Tuscany, Italy. It leans because, 
when the building was half comple: 
ted, the soil under one half of the 
circular structure began to subside 
and the tower tipped. 

Work on the tower was begun in 
1173, but was discontinued for a 
century after the subsidence. How- 
ever, in 1275 architects devised a 
plan to compensate for the tilt 
Two storeys, the third and the fifth, 
‘were built outof line with the others 
and closer to the vertical in an 
effort to alter the tower's centre of 
gravity. 

But the leaning has continued 


to increase gradually throughout 
the centuries. Pumping to keep 


water away from the surrounding 
ground and the injection of cement 
grout into the foundations and the 
‘surrounding subsoil have been tried 
in recent years, but without success. 

‘The tower, which is one of the 
most unusual in existence, is 
Romanesque instyle and made of 
white marble. It is cylindrical in 
shape and has eight storeys. 

The titis about 17 feet, or more 
than five degrees from the perpen: 
dicular. ‘The tower continues to 
increase its tilt by about a quarter 
of an inch each year. 


Why are lemons sour? 
Prita Sundar, 
Madras. 
AIS the cite acid in lemons 
that makes you pucker. 

Your tongue has four different 
kinds of taste buds or receptors, 
according to Gary Beauchamp, 
assistant director of the Monell 
‘Chemical Senses Center in Phila- 
delphia. 

‘These recepetors detect four 
basic tastes: sour, salty, bitter and 
sweet, 

‘Sweet receptors respond to 
sugars, as well as chemicals that 
act as artificial sweeteners. Salt 
receptors are activated by sodium, 
a component of table salt, and also 
by lithium, a related chemical 

Bitter receptors detect a broad 
range of chemicals, including caf 
feine and quinine, And sour recep- 
tors respond to acids 

Vinegar, for example, gets its 
sourness from acetic acid. 

Lemons have lots of citric acid, 


which is why the taste so sour. 

‘The tartness in all citrus fruits 
comes from citric acid. But in 
oranges, for example, the citric acid 
is balanced by natural sugars in 
the orange, which activate the 
sweet receptors as well. 

Even lemons have more to them 
than just sourness. Some compo- 
nents of their “lemony” flavor, for 
example, come from chemicals that 
are detected, not by your tongue, 
but by your nose. 

Where does the wax go 
when the candle burns? 
Ritu Patel, 
Bombay. 
A Nowhere — it simply changes 
into other substances. That is 
what burning does to everything, 

The moment you put a match 
to the wick, you start a change in 
the candle by turning the solid wax 
into a liquid. The liquid wax rises 
to the wick by an imesistible process 
called capillarity, the simplest ex: 
‘ample of which is the way blotting 
paper soaks up ink or water. Then 
the liquid wax changes into a gas. 


a 








which bums — a chemical reaction 
which releases energy in the form 
of light and heat. 

The presence of the gas can be 
demonstrated by blowing out the 
candle and immediately holding a 
lighted match an inch or so above 
the wick. The inflammable vapour 
instantly catches fire, and the 
candle lights up again without the 
mach having actually touched the 
wick. 

Other changes are taking place 
while the candle buns. The wax 
is a complex chemical compound 
of carbon and hydrogen. The 
process of burning is simply the 
combination of the wax with the 
‘oxygen in the air. If you put a jar 
over the candle, it will quickly use 
up the oxygen and go out. 

During the time the candle 
burs, the carbon joins with the 
‘oxygen in the air and makes carbon 
monoxide and carbon dioxide, and 
the hygrogen combines with the 
‘oxygen to produce water. 

While all these changes in the 
substance of the candle are taking 


place, the candle, of course, is 
becoming shorter. But it is not 
going anywhere. Its materials are 
simply changing into other sub- 
stances. 





Why is Latin America called 

$0? 

E. Mayo, 

Kumbakonam. 
A Christopher Columbus is credit- 

ed with having discovered 
‘America in 1492, though it tuned 
‘out to be far larger than India, 
which at first he had thought it 
was. 

In later centuries n settle- 
ment followed a simple pattern, 
People from England and northem 
Europe settled in what came tobe 
known as North America, and 
people from Spain and Portugal 
settled in what came to be known 
as Central and South America, 

Along with their cultures, these 
settlers also brought their languages 
with them. English, a Germanic 
language, dominated the northern 
continent, the United States of 
America and Canada. Spanish 
dominated Central America, and 
Spanish and Portugese the southem 
continent. 

‘Spanish and Portugese are called 
Latin languages because they are 
derived from a common mother 
tongue, Latin. 

In the English language the term 
Latin America is used to refercollec- 
tively toll the countries in Central 
and South America, and their 
peoples are sometimes refered to 
as Latin Americans. 


Can you sneeze without 
closing your eyes? 
R. Shankar, 
Tuticorin. 
A Experts on blinking say that 
you probably cannot. A blink 
that accompanies a sneeze is an 
unavoidable reflex, triggered by a 
part of our brain that doesn't res 
pond to voluntary control 
We all do at least two kinds of 
involuntary blinking. The first is 
routine periodic blinking. We blink 
about 15 times a minute. While 
these blinks aren’t conscious, they 
can be modified. We blink less 
often while concentrating on a task 
that involves visual scrutiny. And 
we can consciously stop blinking 
altogether for a few minutes if we 
choose 
We also blink when we are start 
led, and this blinking can’t be con- 
trolled 





In contrast to normal periodic 
blinking, the nerves that control 
startle-blinking operate at a level 
in our brain that conscious thought 
can't reach. The sneeze blink, is 
probably similar to the startle-blink 
and therefore can't be avoided. 

It may be possible, however, to 
shorten a sneeze-blink through 
conscious effort. But shut your 
eyes you will, if only for a split 
second. 



















EARLY MORNING. 





The sun is shining, 

On the awakening earth, 

The dew shines in the grass 
Like morning pearls. 

The birds are flying, singing 
The stream is tinkling, dancing | 
‘The babies cry and children play _| 
In breezy mirth. ‘ 





TT huagaraia was one of the three 
great composers of camatic 
music who were known as the 
Musical Trinity. The other two 
were Muthuswami Dikshitar and 
Shyama Sastri. Thyagaraja was 
born in Tiruvarur in 1767. He 
was the third son of Ramabrahman, 
a great musician and a devotee of 
Sri Rama. Ramabrahman's father 
Girja Kavi, was also a well versed 
‘musician. 


Ramabrahman conducted musi 
cal discourses, He and his wife 
Santhai moved to Tiruvaiyaru 
when Thyagaraja was just a child, 
in order to earn a better living. 
Tiruvaiyaru stood at the confluence 
of the five rivers — Kaveri, Kuda 
murutti, Kollidam, Vennaru and 
Vettaru, ‘Thyagaraja and his two 
brothers Japyesa and Ramanath 
Were instructed in the Vedas and 
Sastras: Thyagaraja was even then 
very interested in music, and he 
learnt much about carnatic music 
from Sonti Venkataramana, who 
lived on the same street. Many 
years later when he composed the 
song Guruleka Etuvanti, Thyaga- 
raja mentions that learning from a 
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teacher is the best way. 

‘When he was fourteen years old, 
Ramabrahman died and left to his 
favourite child Thyagaraja the idol 
of Sri Rama, that he had worship: 
ped in his life time. Thyagaraja 
spent his time learning music and 
singing bhajans while the elder 
brother took care of the family. 
This created misunderstandings 
between the brothers and the pro: 
perty was divided. Apart from the 
idol left to him by his father, 
Thyagaraja inherited a part of the 
family house. 


T hyagaraa was a great devotee 
of Rama. Pleased by his de 
votion an old man taught him a 
sacred mantra called Rama Taraka 
Nama and said that if Thyagaraja 
chanted it 96 crore times Lord 
Rama would appear before him. 
At the age of thirty six, Thyaga 
raja completed saying the Taraka 
Mantra 96 crore times. The legend 
goes that soon after this, he heard 
a knock at his door, and when he 
opened it, found two radiant 
young wariors standing in front 
of him. Realising that they were 
none other than his beloved Sri 


Rama and Lakshmana, the com- 
poser immediately burst into the 
song Ela ni daya radu in the raga 
Atana. 

It's also said that Sage Narada 
was overcome by the desire to 
meet Thyagaraja and came to 
‘Thyagaraja’s house dressed as an 
old sage. Pleased by his music, 
Narada gave him the Swaraamava 
literature on music. 


T hyagarajas exquisite composi- 
tions made him very famous 
and he acquired many disciples. 
Yet Thyagaraja was not attracted 
to wealth or fame, He wished to 
be left in peace to worship Sri 
Rama and sing his praise. Raja 
Sarfoji, the king of Tanjore invited 
‘Thyagaraja to his court to be the 


Royal Musician, but Thyagaraja 
turned down the offer. 

His brother Japyesan became 
jealous of Thyagaraja’s fame and 
‘one night he stole the beautiful 
idol of Sri Rama and threw it into 
the river Kaveri. Thyagaraja was 
grief stricken and after a long 
search found the idol in the river. 

Thyagaraja's wife Kamalambal, 
was very attached to him and help- 
ed him in his daily worship of 
Rama. They had a daughter called 
Seethalakshmi. Seethalakshmi 
married, and soon the composer 
had a grandson named after him. 
Unfortunately this grandson died 
when he was in his thirties leaving 
no heir. Therefore we have only 
Thyagaraja's compositions to carry 
on his great musical tradition 








Unparalled as a composer, Thyaga 
raja composed songs in many rare 
ragas, not handled by any other 
composer to this day, 


TT tuagaraa went on a pilgrimage 
to Tirupathi where legend says 
yet another miracle occured. The 
temple was closed and the priests 
refused to open the sanctum for 
darshan. In disappointment Thya. 
garaja closed his eyes and sang 
Therathiyekarada. All at once the 
screen moved away, and Thyaga- 
raja was able to see the Lord 
\Venkatachalapathy in all his radiant 
splendour. 

‘Thyagaraja then continued his 
joumey. At the request of Veena 
Kuppa lyer, he stayed at Tiruvotri 
yur for a while, and composed 
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songs on the presiding deity at the 
temple there. Then he went to 
Srirangam where he composed 
the famous song O Rangasayi 

When Thyagaraja was eighty 
years old, Sri Rama appeared in 
‘Thyagaraja’s dream and bade him 
to become a sanyasi. Within eight 
days of Sri Rama's summons, in 
the year 1847, on the auspicious 
day of Pushya Bahula Panchami, 
the great composer and musician 
died. 

To this day his death anniversary 
is observed every year at Tiruvai- 
yaru. Each year many musicians 
congregate and sing his composi- 
tions at his Samadhi and seek his 
blessings 


LAKSHMI VENKATRAMAN 
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CAN YOU SPOT THE 


BOYS WHO ARE 
DRESSED ALIKE 














Solution on page 60 





All of us know that English words aren't pronounced 
as they are written. Often no rules seem to apply, The 
following poem discusses the problem in a light vein. 


take it you already know, 
Of tough and bough and cough and dough? 
Others may stumble but not you 
On hiccough, thorough, laugh and through 
Well done! And now you wish perhaps, 
To leam of less familiar traps... 
Beware of heard, a dreadful word 
That looks like beard and sounds like bird, 
And dead : it’s said like bed, not bead — 
For goodness sake, don't call it “deed”! 
Watch out for meat and great and threat 
(They rhyme with suite and straight and debt) 
A moth is not a moth in mother, 
Nor both in bother, broth in brother, 
And here is not a match for there 
Nor dear and fear for bear and pear, 
And then there's dose and rose and lose — 
Just look them up — and goose and choose, 
And cork and work and card and ward 
‘And font and front and words and sword, 
And do and go, and thwart and cart — 
Come, come, I've hardly made a start! 
A dreadful language? Man alive! 
Td mastered it when I was five 

Courtesy : London Rotarian 


Contributed by S. Gayathri, aged 16, 


Poa 











ACLEVER 


PR 2a seyearscld. Hestuded 

in class II, He was a good boy 
and walked to school each day, 
Everyday he had to cross aralway 
line 

One day as he was crossing the 
line, he saw a train approaching 
from a distance. He waited for the 
train to pass. 

As the train came closer Raju 
noticed a big rock on the track. He 
felt worried. Ifthe train ht the rock 
there would be a terrible accident. 
Peoplein the train would get killed 

‘Suddenly an idea struck him. 
He took his red handkerchief from 
his pocket and waved it to and fro 






signalling the driver to stop. 

The engine driver noticed the 
litle boy waving his red flag, and 
stopped the train with ajerk. After 
he had stopped and got out he 
also noticed the rock on the railway 
track. 

The driver and the passengers 
of the train ran to Raju and lifted 
him up in their arms to thank him, 


He had saved their lives. 

News of this incident reached 
the ears of his school teachers. 
‘They were pleased by Raju's prompt 
action. 
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KEEP CLEAN! 
KEEP HEALTHY! 





Every where in the world live millions and millions 
of tiny plants and animals, called microbes. A microbe is so 
tiny that it can be seen only under a microscope. Many 
microbes help us in our daily lives. but some of them are 
harmful. The microbes that can cause infection and disease 
are called germs 

Germs can enter our bodies through natural openings, 
such as the nose or mouth or through breaks in the skin, 
such as cuts and scratches, Germs can be carried from one 
person to another through the air we breathe, the water we 
drink, and the food we eat. 

When harmful germs enter our bodies, blood rushes 
to’ the area, bringing with it an army of white blood cells 
White blood cells travel through every part of our body 
constantly searching for invading germs, As the germs enter 
our bodies, these white blood cells surround the germs and. 
release chemicals to destroy them. 

Keeping the skin clean is one of the best ways to 
remove not only dirt but also many germs, A cut or scratch 
must be kept clean to reduce the number of invading germs. 
And, of course, we should eat well - balanced meals and get 
plenty of rest and exercise to best protect our bodies against 
germs. A healthy body can successfully fight off most 
harmful germs. 


Hydrose Aluwa 
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We know that many of you enjoy writing for Gokulam, 
We have published many essays, poems and stories written 
by our young readers. Each month, we have decided to 
award a cash prize of Rs. 100/- to the best contribution by 
those under sixteen. 

We would like to remind our readers of a few rules 
both for the competition and for those of you who wish to 
become journalists in later years. 


|. Write only on one side of a sheet of paper. 

Write as neatly as possible with adequate margins on 
every side of your sheet. If you can get your article typed 
that would be even better. 
The story, article or poem which you send must be 
original, straight out of your own head. You must not 
copy it down from a book. If you do however adapt the 
matter from another source, you must write down the 
name of the book and the author right at the top of the 
page. 

. Many of you forget to put your NAME, AGE and 
ADDRESS on your work. Such contributions will not be 
considered for the prize. 

We regret that we cannot undertake to return the 
manuscripts that are not considered for publication. 

You can send us a black and white passport size 
photograph of yourself. It will be published if you win the 
prize. 

. Snippets, jokes, anecdotes and puzzles that you might 
like to share with other readers are most welcome. They 
must also be accompanied by your NAME, AGE and 
ADDRESS to be considered for publication. They will 
not however be considered for the cash prize. 

Our address — Gokulam (English), Guindy, Madras 
600 032. 
































‘Not just King 
Parikshit, but all the 





Indra did not notice the Guru's 
| arrival as he was lost in the 
beauty of the dance... 


Guru Brihaspati left 


NV 
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_Youhave slighted him... 














Tadra grew weary of searching for the 


elusive Gur, 
But Brihaspati neither ws a 


Wished to meet Indra 


nor forgive him. | think he has 


decided to punish 
‘me for insulting 
him. What ever 
shall | do? 


| will disappear and 


Have you 
keep out of his 


heard? Brihas- 
pati, the Guru 


—_ 
‘Yes | heard so! Come, let us go to our 
Guru Shukracharya and tll him 


Those who do not respect 
and please their Guru 

will fail at everything they 
attempt to do. It will be 
easy for you to defeat 

the devas now! 








FISEAINION An wa 
ive bate He 





Head a peaceful life of 





ot urge me to be your 
Guru. 





tation and prayer. Do 







We salute you 
upon us. You m 
Please, 





ase ti 


Please take pity 
just save the devas 








}opa found himself unable 
to help the poor 










Indra was infuriated 
He went to the Guru, 






— 
You performed the 


vyagna for our benefit. 

Why did you givea 

portion of it to the 
asuras? 






Butihe angry Indra paid 
no attention to the Guru's 
wise words, He drew his 

sword 


You have betrayed us. 
You are partial to the 
asi 


will kill you 






yagna is performed i Indra severed Viswa: 
Order to ensure all th roopa’s thrae heads, 
's good in life, I the which turned into 
asuras derive a portion three birds and flew 
of that benefit, they will K away. 
learn to live a life of 

peace. Don't you agree? 





Indra was guilty of the 
great sin of killing 
one’s guru. 







=, 







My great sin has robbed 
my body of its inner 
radiance. 


Indra did severe 
penance for one 


whole year and 
finally redeemed 
himself from the 


But yn the meanwhile Viswaroopa’sfather 


Dwashta performed 
a yagna 


O enemy of Indra! 
Rise from the flames! 
Avenge the death of 
Viswaroopa! Destroy 

Indra 





Vrithrasura rose 
from the flames 


Vrithasura attacked 
the devas, 


Oh no! This dreadful 
asura just swallows all 
the weapons which are 
hurled at him! Oh no! 










Run! Run! He will 
swallow us all just like 
our weapons! 


The devas ran to Lord Vishnu and 
prostrated themselves before him, 











Find sage Dadhichi. He is 
the only one who 
can save you. 


Lord Vishnu called The three of them went 
the Aswini twins. in search of Sage Dadhichi. As 
they neared him, 


Indra! The sage’s body is 
hardened and strong due 
to the severity of his 
penance, discipline and 
‘great wisdom. 






Both of you know the secret of 
destroying Vrithrasura, 

Go with Indra and 

help him 





"The three of them offered their salutations 
to the sage 


If we use the sage’s bones 
and fashion a weapon called 
the Vajrayudha, we can 
destroy Vrithrasura with it 


My tongue hesitat 
even form the words, 
Can you forgive me for 
what | am about 

to ask? 


ce D 
hy have you come in search 
of me? What can 1 do 


ra can be destroyed only 
by a weapon fashioned from your 
back bone, You must give it to us. 
humbly ask you to make this 
‘sacrifice, for the protection of the 
three worlds, 





Viswakarma fashioned the 


weapon carefully, 


‘This weapon will henceforth 
be known as the 
Vajrayudha, 


The great sage willingly sacrificed his life 
for the protection of the three worlds: 


| take leave of this 
mortal body as | 


Lord's form, 


rehitect placed 
furnace, 


‘A magnificient 
weapon is. 
about to be 





A great battle 
‘ensued on the 
banks of the 

river Narmada, 


The asuras fled, frightened 
of the terrible Vajrayudha. 


Chase them! 


‘You foolish devas! 
Why do you chase 
those whoare running 
from you? Fight with 


‘And threw it 

at Airavatha, 

Indra’s white 
elephant 


Oh no! My 

poor Airavatha 

reels back 

ward with 
pain, 





Indra finslly used the 
Vajrayudha. 


Oh! | have 
lost one hand! 


But after having 

‘come into contact | ues 
with the rock-like 

Vrithrasura, J é Indra! You 

attacked me when 

| was unarmed. 

But | will not 

7* stoop so low. Pick 

up your 

Vajrayudha. 


(Grithrasura flung many. 


weapons at Indra, but Indra 


Vrithrasure’s 
other hand 


Oh no! The was also lost. 


Vajrayudha has 
slipped from my 


Indra! Though | have lost both my hands, | 
will fight you. 





Vrithrasura opened 
his mouth and car 
rushing towards 


Indra intending 
to swallow him. 


The devas were terrified! But Indra tore open Vrithrasura’s 
Viswaroopa had taught Indra stomach with the Vajrayudha and 
the Narayana Kavachs mantra. came out, 


{shall chant the mantra. So 

even though Vrithrasura 

‘swallows me, | will not be 

digested 
Vrithrasura whio was born 
of flames changed into a 
light and diseppeared. 


36 rejoiced and salut 
Lord Vishnu, 











cock inthe evening, Ramu 
and his brother Kumar were 
playing a game of kabadi with their 
friends, ‘They had just finished 
their half-yearly examinations and 
had decided to forget about their 
studies for a while. 

Itwas a beautiful evening. Birds 
were singing sweetly. A cool breeze 
that carried the spirit of freedom 
blew softly through the trees and 
the rusting leaves broke the silence. 
Ramu and Kumar played as 
though they hadn't a care in the 
world, 

Their father’s strident voice shat- 
tered the quiet and had them 
running home. Their father stood 
by the door. He was a tall, and 
handsome man, about thirty-five 
vyears old. He looked rather intelli 
gent. As the boys ran up wonder- 
ing why he had interrupted their 
game, he gave them the pleasant 
news. “You've been good, boys. 
T'm pleased with your results. I'm 
going to Madras on some work 
tomorrow, and I've bought tickets 
for you as well. You will stay with 


your cousins in Madras.” 

Ramu and Kumar could not 
believe their ears. They had been 
wishing they could visit Madras! 
‘They thanked their father and ran 
off to pack their things immediately. 


Migiting came around quickly 
The boys ate their breakfast 
and put away the supper their 
mother had packed for their jour- 
ney. Dressed smartly in crisp blue 
shorts and cream T-shirts, they set 
‘out with their father, and soon 
‘caught a rikshaw to the station. 


The rikshaw had just set off 
when a man came running towards 
them, waving and clapping his 
hands and calling their father's 
name, He was a man who worked 
at their father's office. “Sir, the 
Director wants to see you immedi- 
ately, sir!” gasped the man. “Its 
most urgent. He asked you to put 
off your trip.” 

Ramu and Kumar looked at 
each other sadly, trying hard not 
to let their disappointment show. 


a 





Their father looked at their faces 
and saw their disappointment 
“Sons!” he said. “I have to get off 
here and see what the matter is, 
but | am going to let you go to 
Madras alone. You are both old 
enough naw. | know you will be 
responsible on the long journey. 
Here are your two tickets. Good 
bye and be good!" The boy's faces 
radiated their happiness. “Yes 
father! Goodbye!" ‘they said in 
unison as the rikshaw set off again 





ong queues of waiting people 

huffled their feet by the coun: 
ter in the station. The boys were 
separated by the milling crowd. 
Ramu stood on a nearby bench to 
see if he could spot Kumar. He 
looked around carefully and finally 


spotted him a few hundred yards 
away, sitting wistfully on the suit 
case looking around for Ramu! 

As he was about to jump down 
and walk towards Kumar, Ramu 
slipped a hand in his back pocket 
for his wallet. He wanted to pull 
out some of the.money which his 
father had given him, and found 
to his horror that the pocket was 
empty! 

He was about to let out a shout 
of anger and surprise, when he 
saw a stealthy looking man slip his 
fingers almost unnoticed into the 
pocket of another man 

“Pick pocket!” he called, “Catch 
him somebody.” ‘The people ran 
towards the man at whom fingers 
were being pointed. Seeing Ramu. 
near him, standing there as if 
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rooted to the ground, the pick: 
pocket pulled out his wicked, fash: 
ing knife and held it across Ramu’s 
throat. 

Ramu's heart thumped hard in 
fear and excitement. He was very 
frightened, No words would come 
from his mouth, “Stay where you 
are and don't move even a step, 
or the boy dies,” said the pick: 
pocket menacingly. 

Just then Kumar got up from 
the suitcase and seemed to creep 


quietly away, Ramu saw him go 
and felt sad and abandoned. 
Ramu was happy that Kumar would 
be safe but yet he felt betrayed 
Kumar had left Ramu all alone 

e pickpocket asked all those 
in the immediate vicinity to drop 
their purses and watches on the 
floor. He asked Ramu to pick up 
the things, as he kept up his threats, 
His attention wavered as he waited 
for Ramu to pick up the things. 
Just then a young voice was heard 





ringing through the unusual quiet ted Ramu and Kumar for their 
of the station. “Hands up!" alertness, which had saved the day. 
The thief gave a startled yell They thanked him and looked at 
and dropped the knife he held. the clock on the wall. It was nine 
Quick as lightning Ramu had kick- o'clock. Their train had left without 
ed it off the platform. The crowd them! 
surged forward to hold the man, They took their suitcases and 
now that he was unarmed. Ramu returned home in a state of excite: 
tumed to find his brother nearly ment about the morning's adven 
crying with shock and relief. It tures 
was he who had cried out, “Hands 
up!" A thome, they narrated the tale 
Very soon, the police arrived. 4% of the narrow escape to theit 
They prevented the angry mob parents. Their father hugged them. 
from beating the thief, They arres- “I'm so proud of my little heroes!” 
ted him and all the purses he had_ he said. “I will take you to Madras 
stolen were retuned to their right-_ tomorrow!" 


ful owners including Ramu. 
The police inspector congratula 
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‘Solution to the puzzle on page 33. The boys whose shirts bear the 
numbers 1 and 3 are dressed alike. 
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AN. PARTHASARATHY 


Ts rabbits lived by the pond in lived in peace in their homes, 
the big forest. The pond was 
filled with cool, sweet water and 

was surrounded by tall trees. JV/ any miles away, the scorching 
Beautiful flowers grew by the pond sun made the elephant herd 
and the grass was a thick carpet of thirsty. The elephants searched 
green. Nothing disturbed the for streams to quench their thirst 
silence of the forest, and the rabbits and wet mud to cool their heated 

















bodies. But no water was to be 
found 
So the thirsty elephants stomped 


their way through the forest in 
search of water and finally reached 
the rabbits’ pond. The elephants 
were a rowdy lot, and they eagerly 
ran to the water. They broke off 
the leaves and branches of the tall 
trees and trampled down all the 
beautiful flowering plants. The 
beautiful green carpet of grass was 
soon reduced to a muddy waste 

The rabbits were terrified of the 
elephant herd. They ran away 
and hid themselves waiting for the 
great beasts to go away. They 
were scared that they would be 
crushed beneath the enormous feet 
of the elephants 

The rabbits were very worried 
Would they have to move away 


from their peaceful pond in order 
to make way for the clumsy ele- 
phants? They called a meeting 
and discussed their problem seri 
ously, What was to be done? 

A little baby rabbit tugged its 
father's ear. “Father! | have an 
idea!" he said. The baby rabbit's 
father just laughed. He patted his 
son on the head kindly, “You 
must keep quiet, my son!” he said. 
“This is a very serious meeting!" 

“I know, father, | know! We 
must find a way to drive of those 
huge elephants. | have a plan!" 
The baby rabbit's eyes glowed with 
excitement. 

But no one would pay any atten: 
tion to the baby rabbit's idea. Every 
‘one was listening to an old rabbit 
called Rumba. Rumba was making 
a speech. 





‘The baby rabbit was disappoint 
ed. He crept quietly away. He 
knew none of his elders would 
listen to him. He would have to 
confront the elephants himself. 

So while all the rabbits listened 
to old Rumba talk, the baby rabbit 
‘went in search of the leader of the 


elephant herd. 
T hie leader ofthe elephant herd 

stood by a torn off branch, 
hungrily thrusting the tender green 
shoots into his mouth. The baby 
rabbit was very frightened of him 
at first, but soon realized that he 
had to go up to the enormous 
animal to speak with him, 


He ran to the branch and clam- 
bered on to the highest part of it 
and saluted him. The elephant 
‘stopped eating and turned its eyes 
toward the baby rabbit. 

“Who are you? What do you 





want? How dare you interrupt me 
while I'm eating!” cried the ele- 
phant leader 


“Sir!” cried baby rabbit. “lama 
faithful devotee and servant of the 
Moon Goddess. This lovely pond 
belongs to her. You and your herd 
have spoilt her lovely garden. You 
have trampled on the flowers and 
broken the branches from the trees 
She is very angry with you. She 
plans to lay a curse upon you, if 
you do not ask her pardon!” 


“You little liar! Moon Goddess 
indeed! You cannot frighten me 
that way!” cried the elephant, 


“You do not believe me now, 
but soon you will be forced to The 
Moon Goddess will appear in the 
pond in an hour's time and she 
will curse you. Ask for her pardon 
and your lives will be saved,” said 
the baby rabbit, as it clambered 
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down from the broken branch to 
run home to its family, 


‘ong shadows were cast by the 
trees as the sun set. The full 
moon rose in the sky. 

“Look my friends!" shouted the 
elephant leader. “That puny rabbit 
was right! The Moon Goddess 
glows in the depths of the pool. | 
‘must beg her forgiveness.” 

The frightened elephants knelt 
down and begged the Moon 
Goddess to forgive them. They 
did not know that it was just the 


reflection of the full moon in the 
water! 


“Sorry! We are sony! Please 
forgive us. We won't ever come 
here again!” cried the leader of 
the elephants to the reflection in 
the pond. 


True to their word the elephants 
ran away and never came back to 
the pond. Rid of the threat to 
their peace the rabbits came out 
of hiding and thanked the baby 
rabbit for his brilliant idea, which 
had saved their home. 




















The artist was called away before he could complete 
drawing these objects. Can you help him? 
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Opeciearsunny momingin June, 

Ovtio figures could be seen climb 
ing up the narrow mountain path, 
in the Swiss Alps. One was a 
strong looking git! called Dete and 
the other, a litle five year old girl 
called Heidi, Despite the hot sun, 
the little girl was muffled up from 
head to toe in warm clothes and 
her cheeks glowed a bright red 
due to the heat and exertion. 

As they climbed past the hamlet 
of Dorfli, which had once be 
Dete’s home, they were joined by 
Barbel, Dete's friend. “Where are 
you taking your sister's child 
Dete?” she asked, as she walked 
along with them, 

“Lam taking her to her grand 
father who lives up in the Alm, 1 
can no longer look after her as | 
have been offered a good position, 
in Frankfur,” replied Dete 

“You are going to entrust this 
poor child to the gruff old Alm 
Uncle?" asked Barbel in disbeliet. 
“Heaven help the child! That old 
man hardly ever speaks to anybody 
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and never comes to church, “ 
he isa social recluse!” she ane 
ed. 

“They say as a young man he 
fell into evil ways and lost all his 
property. He ran away and 
returned mang years later with a 
son called Tobias, who later manied 
my sister Adelheid, That is how 
we came to call him Uncle, Unfor 
tunately, Tobias died in an accident. 
The old man grew very bitter and 
went to live all alone in the Alm.” 

As the two elder girls were talk: 
ing, Heidi had made friends with 
an eleven year old shepherd boy, 
Peter. She took off all the extra 
layers of clothes and skipped along 
on barefoot behind the goats, Dete 





scolded her and made Peter carry 
her little bundle of clothes the rest 
of the way. 

Barbel bid goodbye half-way up 
the path, and soon Heidi, Dete 
and Peter arrived at the Alm Uncle's 
hut. The bearded old man sat 
puffing at his pipe in front of the 
hut. Heidi ran up to him and said 
“Good-momning Grandfather.” 
Startled, the old man looked up 
at them and said gruffly, “What is 
the meaning of this?” Dete went 
up to him and said, “Good moming 
Uncle. Ihave brought Tobias’ little 
girl for you to look after as | am 
going to work in Frankfurt.” The 
old man was not at all pleased. 
“What if she frets for you?” he 
asked, “That's your problem” 
retorted Dete. The Alm Uncle 
grew angry and shouted at her. 
Dete hastily bid goodbye to Heidi 
and almost ran down the mountain 
side 


eidi delightedly explored her 
Hirew surroundings. She looked 
into the goat shed and went to the 
backyard and stood listening to 





the sound of the wind whistling 
through the branches of the fir 
trees. Then she went up to her 
Grandfather and asked to be taken 
inside the hut. 

“The hut had only one large room 
with 2 cupboard. A kettle swung 
over the fireplace. Heidi found a 
ladder going up to the hayloft and 
quickly climbed up. There was a 
large round window looking over 
the valley. “Let me sleep here, 
Grandfather,” she exclaimed joy- 
fully. The old man helped to make 
a comfortable mattress out of hay 
and gave her two thick sacks to 
use as a sheet and cover. 

“Have something to eat first,” 
he told Heidi. He filled a bowl 
with warm milk, As she could not 
reach the table, he set the bowl on 
a chair while she sat on a low 
stool 

“This is the best milk 1 ever 
drank,” said Heidi, licking her lips 
after draining the bowl. Her Grand- 
father filled it up again. He also 
toasted some cheese and gave it 
to her with some bread. 

After their meal, Heidi watched 
the old man working with his tools, 
She found him making a bigger 
Stool. “I know it is for me!” she 
said and jumped up and down 
with joy. 

When evening came, there was 
a shrill whistle and Peter came 
down with the goats. Two of the 
goats came up to the old man 
who introduced them to Heidi as 
White Swan and Little Bear. He 
milked them and gave Heidi a 
bowlful of milk to drink. Soon 





after Heidi went to sleep in her 
hayloft, happy as a princess on a 
silken couch, 


The next moming a sil whist 
‘woke her up. Her Grandfather 
called her and asked whether she 
would like to go up the mountain 
with Peter and the goats. When 
she nodded excitedly, he put a 
large piece of cheese and bread 
for her in Peter's lunch box and 
handing him a bowl, told him to 
milk two bowlfuls for her at noon, 

Heidi enjoyed every minute of 
her outing. The snow on the peaks, 
the green pastures, the lovely 
flowers and the green valley below 
— these were sources of endless 
enchantment for her. When Peter 
called her for lunch she drank the 
fresh milk and asked Peter to have 
her share of the cheese and bread. 
Peter was naturally pleased, He 
promised to bring her with him 
‘everyday and also not to beat the 
goats if she allowed him to have 
her cheese. Day after day Heidi 
went up the mountain with Peter. 
She grew healthy and brown in 
the sun and as carefree as the 
birds. 


Bietvhen Auturmn came and wos 
ollowed by winter, her Grand 
father would not allow her to go 
outside, She passed the time 
watching and helping him as he 


went about his work. 

One day Peter came and invited 
her to visit his grandmother. Heidi 
asked Grandfather if she could 
go. At first he was reluctant to 
take her, but when she kept plead. 
ing, he took her to Peter's house 
inthis sled and left her outside, for 
he never visited anybody 

Peter's grandmother was very 
glad that Heidi had come to visit 
her. Heidi was sad to learn that 
the old woman was blind, The old 
woman had a prayer book with 
























beautiful songs in it, but she had 
no one to read it to her as Peter 
was quite slow at reading. The 
shutters of the windows flapped in 
the wind and made the house 
shake. There was nobody to fix 
that either. Heidi decided to ask 
her Grandfather whether he could 
fix the shutters for grandmother. 

‘Alm Uncle would not agree to fix 
up the shutters at first but finally 
yielded to her plea. So everyday, 
when he took Heidi to visit grand 
mother, he worked with his tools 
and soon made the house fit and 
comfortable to live in. But not 
once did he go inside, even to be 
thanked, for he did not believe 
that people ever meant to be kind. 


Tie days rolled by happy. Soon 
Heidi was eight years old. But 
Grandfather never sent her to 
school or church, in spite of the 
pleas of the village pastor and 
school teacher. “The people of 
Dorfli despise me and I them. Itis 
better we live apart,” he declared. 


uddenly one day, Dete paid a 
visit, dressed in a feathered hat 
and a long trailing dress. “I have 
come to take Heidi with me,” she 
said. “My employer's relatives are 
looking for a companion for their 
invalid daughter and this is a good 
chance for Heidi to see the world 
and go to school. Both Grand- 
father and Heidi did not like the 
idea. But Dete persuaded Heidi 
‘ou can get a lot of nice things 
in Frankfurt,” she told the little 








girl. “If you don't like it, you can 
always come back!” 

Heidi bid her Grandfather a 
tearful farewell. She wanted to 
bid goodbye to grandmother too, 
but Dete hurried her along saying 
“You can get soft white rolls for 
her when you come back.” Heidi 
was pleased at the thought and 
went quietly with Dete. 


ie the house of Herr Sesemann 
‘in Frankfurt, Clara the invalid, 


; twelve year old daughter of the 


house, lived alone with a house- 
keeper, Farulein Rottenmeir for her 
father worked in Paris. The house 
keeper was not at all pleased to 
learn that Heidi was only eight 
years old and that she could not 
read. But Clara liked Heidi and 
welcomed her. 


Heidi missed the mountains and 
her Grandfather. But her eyes lit 
up when she saw a soft white roll 
placed on her dinner plate and to 
everyone's surprise she put it in 
her pocket. She wanted to take it 
to grandmother! Of course 
Fraulein Rottenmeir didn't know 
that and scolded her for her bad 
table manners. 


he next moming, when Heidi 
“Tsscke up, she ran to the window 
and instead of the beautiful moun- 
tains saw only bare walls. While 
sitting in the study, she rushed out 
knocking down the study table, 
thinking she had heard the sound 
of wind whistling through the fir 
trees, Fraulein scolded her again 
for her clumsiness and stupidity 
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and told her that it was the sound 
of passing carriages which she had 
heard. Heidi felt as if she was 
locked in a cage. She could not 
Jean however patiently she was 
taught by the kind tutor. 

“I must go home to Grand. 
father.” she told Clara one day 
“Wait till my father comes back 
from Paris,” said the kind Clara. 
Everyday, Heidi put aside two rolls 
for the grandmother. 

One day she could bear no 
more, She decided: to run away 
all by herself. She wrapped up 


the rolls in her red shawl, put on 
her old straw hat and set off. She 
got as faras the front door before 
the Fraulein caught her and threw 
all the stale rolls into the dustbin. 
Clara consoled a weeping Heidi, 


promising to give her fresh rolls 
for grandmother when she went 
home 


lara's father Herr Sesemann, 
retumed. Fraulein Rottenmeit 
complained to him about Heidi. 
But on learning that Clara was 
very fond of Heidi, Herr Sesemann 
told Fraulein that Heidi must stay 
and that his mother would soon 
come to help manage the children 
Clara's Grandmama arrived 
soon. Heidi liked her very much. 
She had a kind voice and beautiful 
white hair. When Heidi called her 
madam, as Fraulein had ordered 
her to, Grandmama smilingly told 
her that she may call her as Clara 
did 
That afternoon, when Clara was 








resting, Grandmama called Heidi 
to her room to look at picture 
books. Heidi was delighted with 
the pictures, but could not control 
her tears when she saw a picture 
of a mountain shepherd. Grand: 
mama tried to cheer the child up, 
promising her the book on the 
condition that Heidi learn to read. 
Heidi had her first reading lesson 
that day. 

Grandmama knew that Heidi 
‘was deeply unhappy. She encour. 
aged Heidi to tell God about her 
troubles in her prayers. Heidi felt 
relieved that she could at last talk 
to someone about her unhappiness 
and that evening, she knelt down 
in her room and told God that she 
wanted to return to Grandfather 
on the Alm. 


V2 2008, Heidi was able to» 
read. On the day Grandmama 
found her reading aloud to Clara, 
she left the picture book on Heidi's 
bed as promised. Heidi was deligh- 
ted with her present, She loved 
reading the stories, especialy that 
of the Prodigal Son. One picture 
showed him at home tending the 
sheep; the next, in a strange land, 
lonely and forsaken; the third, 
retuming to his native land, ragged, 
but happy to be back home again. 

She learnt to sew and make 
dresses. But still she longed to 
retum to her Grandfather. Seeing 
that the child was unhappy. Grand 
mama advised her to never stop 
praying and that God was sure to 
answer her prayers some day or 
other 

When Grandmama left, the 
house fell silent. Heidi grew more 
and more homesick. Even on the 
rare occassions that she and Clara 
left the house they only saw houses 
and crowds of people, Heidi long 
ed to see flowers and grass, fir 
trees and mountains, Each time 
she thought of Grandfather, Peter's 
Srandmother and the red-gold of 
the sunset against the snowy peaks, 
she grew sadder, She refused to 
eat, and became thin and pale. 


Mzmtie some mysterious 
things were happening in the 
house at night. Every night the 
front door was securely locked and 
every morning the servants found 
it wide open. The servants were 
sure that a ghost was haunting 
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the house and were all afraid. 

A frightened Fraulein immedi- 
ately wrote to Herr Sesemann ask 
ing him to come home. At first 
Herr Sesemann thought that the 
butler was playing pranks on 
Fraulein, But on finding the butler. 
and the footman to be as frighten 
ed as the ladies, he decided to 
investigate the matter himself. He 
set up watch along with his doctor 
friend. 

When the clock struck one, they 
heard the sound of the bar of the 
front door being lifted. The burly 
doctor was up in a trice. “Who's 


there?" he roared. A little white 
figure turned. It was Heidi - bare: 
footed and shivering 


“What are you doing here 
child?” asked the doctor. But Heidi 
did not know. The doctor immedi 
ately realised that she was sleep: 
walking. He picked her up in his 
strong arms and put her to bed. 

When she stopped trembling, he 
asked her if she had been dream: 
ing. “Yes,” she said, “Every night 
I dream of being at home with 
Grandfather. But when | wake in 
the morning, I am always in my 
bed in Frankfurt.” The good 
doctor asked her to go back to 
sleep. “Everything will be all right 
tomorrow,” he assured her. 

Downstairs, he told Herr 
Sesemann that Heidi was pining 
for her home and that she should 





be sent back as soon as possible. 
Herr Sesemann agreed. The next 
morning he made arrangements 
for the journey. Since Dete was 
not willing to take Heidi home, 
‘Sebastian the footman was asked 
to escort her. 

Clara was very sad to part with 
Heidi, but she made the footman 
bring Heidi's trunk into her room 
and carefully packed many nice 
dresses for her friend 

Heidi was most surprised at 
being called early and told that 
she was going home. She was too 
excited to even eat her breakfast. 
‘She went up to Clara's room and 
bade her goodbye. Clara handed 
her a basket. Inside were twelve 
soft, white rolls. “Itis for grand- 
mother!" exclaimed Heidi in de- 
light. She thanked Clara for her 
thoughtful gift. She had never 
been happier. 

When the carriage was ready, 
Heidi took leave of everyone. She 
took her picture book with her and 
set off with Sebastian, 

‘They journeyed upto Mayentield 
by train, where Sebastian engaged 
a man with a cart to take her upto 
Dorf, He then handed Heidi a 
package and a letter from Hert 
Sesemann to her Grandfather. 





he peaks looked down on Heidi 

like old friends. The trees 
seemed to wave a welcome home, 
When they reached Dorfli, Heidi 


jumped down from the 
ran to grandmother's hut. 
mother! Grandmother! 
she called. 





Grandmother was overjoyed. 
“My dear Heidi has come back. 
God has answered my prayers,” 
she said. Heidi gave her the rolls. 












She gave the feathered hat that 
she was wearing to Peter's mother. 
She then took off her new dress 
and put on her old shawl, She 
wanted her Grandfather to see her 
just as she had been before she 
left him. 

Promising to visit again the next 
day, Heidi hurried up the mountain 
path, Seeing the familiar figure 
puffing forlornly a his pipe in front 
of the hut, she ran and flung her 
arms round his neck. “Grand- 
father! Grandfather!" was all that 
she could say through her tears of 
Joy. 

The old man took her on her 
knees, “Did they send you away 
child?” he asked. No Grand- 
father, they sent me because | 
wanted to come back to you. Herr 
‘Sesemann has sent you this pack: 





age and this letter,” said Heidi. 
Grandfather gave Heidi some 
warm milk to drink and sat down 
to read the letter, “This is the best 
milk | ever drank,” said Heidi, 
Grandfather smiled at her affec- 
tionately and told her that Herr 
Sesemann had put money in the 
package for her. “You can buy 
yourself anything you want,” he 
said, “I don't need the money, 
Grandfather. | have everything | 
want. I just want to be here with 
you,” said Heidi happily as she 
climbed the ladder to her little 
bedroom. 

That night, Grandfather woke up 
a dozen times to see that Heidi 
was not walking in her sleep as 
Herr Sesemann had mentioned 
in his letter. But Heidi had come 
back home. She slept peacefully 

The next morning she visited 
Peter's house and to the grand- 


mother's delight she read out 
hymns from the prayer book. On 
hearing that grandmother had 
liked the rolls, she decided that 
she would use her money to buy 
more rolls. 


Hiitiznst her Granetather valk 
.ed home together in the even- 
ing. “Grandmama in Frankfurt as: 
taught me to pray to God and to 
wait patiently till he answered my 
prayers” said Heidi. “I am now 
glad that God did not send me to 
you as soon as I asked him to do 
so. Then I would not have had 
the money to buy more rolls. 


Hereafterwards, if God does not * 


do anything I ask for, I shall know 
that perhaps he is going to do 
something better stil. We will pray 
everyday now, won't we, Grand- 
father?” 

“What if one has. forgotten 
God?" asked Grandfather. 

“We can go back to him, Grand- 
father. There is a story in my. 
book that explains it,” said Heidi, 
When she reached home, she took 
out her picture book and read out 
to him the story of the Prodigal 
Son, who was welcomed by his 
father when he came back after 
wasting his life and money. The 
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Grandfather listened to the simple 
story and was thoughtful all 
through the night. 

‘The next morning, Heidi woke 
up to find her Grandfather dressed 
inhis Sunday best. “Come along, 
child,” he said. “We are going to 
Church.” 

Heidi quickly got dressed and 

‘walled towards the Church, 
the bells tolled a sweet welcome, 
Everybody was surprised but 
pleased to see the Alm Uncle back 
at church. “He must not be so 
bad after all,” they whispered to 
each other. “See how he takes 
the little one by the hand!” 

Grandfather met the pastor after 
the service and told him that he 
‘would soon be moving into Dorfli 
for the winter so that Heidi could 
attend school. The delighted 
pastor shook his hand warmly. 
On the way home Grandfather 
went into grandmother's hut and 
was welcomed with warmth. 

Today Alm Uncle was a truly 


happy man, He had made his 
peace with God and man and he 
thanked the Lord for sending Heidi 
to his hut. As the two climbed up 
the mountain towards home, the 
‘evening chimes sang out a lovely 
song. 






* Lenin’s name was Vladimir lich 
Ulyanov. 


called the Shinto 
* Tibetan butter is made from the 
milk of an animal called the yak. 
‘The tailor bird “sews” two large 
leaves together and makes its 
tiny nest. 
* The kiwiisan extraordinary bird. 
Its nostrils are situated at the very 
tip of its beak. 





The national religion of Japan is * 





The deer sheds its horns and 

renews them annually, 

The fastest land animal is the 

cheetah, which can reach a speed 

of 105 kilometres per hour, 
‘Tomato is 2 fruit 


Saudi Arabia is the only country 
in the world through which not 
a single river flows, 
Tea is the most popular beverage 
in the whole world. 
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A\farmer was abvays teling his 
A die what an easy time she had 
of it. 

“Itoil in the field all day, working 
like a mule,” he would say to her. 
“Youlollabout the house and fritter 
away your time, What an easy life 
you lead!" 

His wife tired of hearing him 
repeat these words. One day she 
said, “Well then why don't you 
and change places? { will work in 
the fields and you can stayat home 
and take care of the house. Then 
‘we'll see who s life is easier.” 

‘The man was overjoyed by his 
wife's suggestion. “Good!” he said, 
“"1ilstayat home and do the house. 
‘work and you go out and plow the 
fields!" 


iter Fein the house the next 
}day, notbeing sure that he knew 
what to do the farmer's wife explain: 
ed his duties to him, 

“When the shadows grow long 
Til come home for dinner. You 
must make some portidge for dinner 
and churn some butter. Don't forget 
to feed and milk the cow,” she 
said. 


‘The man smiled, “Don'tworry,” 
he said, "'lmanage, I know what 
to do!" 


The wile eft the house and the 
man took a fan and fanned 
himself. He wondered, what to do 
first, I think I'll make the porridge 
first" he thought and washed a 
pot, filled it with water and put in 
the'rice. He managed with great 
difficulty to start a fire under the 
pot and began to blow at itso that 
itmight cook faster. He stood near 
the fire stirring the porridge all the 
time, when the cow used to being 
fed and milked at that time started 
lowing loudly, 

By the time I feed and milk the 
cow and come back the porridge 
willbum,” thought the farmer. “Tl 
add some water to it.” He took 
some water and poured it in the 
pot. He poured sucha lot of water 
that it overflowed and put out the 
fire beneath it, 

It took the man a long time to 
start the fire again and by that time 
the cow was lowing very loudly 

The man went to the cow 
“While I milk the cow either 
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the porridge might bum or the fire 
might go out, | shall tie the cow to 
this tree and let her pick at the 
grass there,” he thought. So he 
tied the cow to the tree by its leq 
‘and was coming back to the kitchen 
when he remembered that he had 
to churn some butter, 


He found the sour cream and 
the chum in the kitchen, and began 
churning the butter, 


Very soon he felt thirsty. So he 
put down the churn and went to 
drink water, which his wife had kept 
ina huge pot outside. But unfortu- 
rnavelyhe left the kitchen door open. 

‘Now, a dog walking through the 
1% 














yard, spotted the open door and 
decided to see what was behindit 
The man saw the dog just when 
he had opened the tap of the huge 
pot. Remembering that he had left 
the sour cream on the floor he 
rushed back to the kitchen. On 
reaching the kitchen he found the 
dog sloshing the sour cream all 
over the floor. He picked up a 
piece of firewood and aimed it at 
the dog which ran away at once, 
‘Then it suddenly occured to him 
that he had left the tap open. He 
rushed to close it only to find the 
pot empty and the yard flooded 
with water, What was he to do? 
To his great joy he found some 





‘more sour cream his wife had saved 
to make the butter and began to 
chum it. Then he remembered 
that the pot was empty, and would 
dry up and crack in the sun. He 
ran to the well for water, but fearing 
that one of the other animals might 
get into the kitchen, took the sour 
cream with him 

He put the sour cream on the 
edge of the well and in letting down 
the bucket he knocked it against 
the churn and the sour cream fell 
into the well with a splash! Now 
the sour cream was in the well there. 
was no way of getting it out. They 
would just have to pass the day 
without any butter. 

dust then he caught the smell of 
something burning in the kitchen 
He rushed into the kitchen and 
saw that it was the porridge. Ithad 


turned black. He tasted it. “Well, it 
is passable,” he thought. “Besides 
Thave always wanted a change from 
the usual taste .” 

“Well.” he thoughi. “Perhaps 
mywife has saved some more sour 
‘cream somewhere.” As he began 
to search for it, he saw something 
white ina potand thinking it might 
be the sour cream, he put hishead 
into the pot to smell it and make 
sure, But, his head got trapped in 
the pot. He could not pull it out 
however hard he tried. Besides 
instead of sour-cream the pot con 
tained wheat flourwhich made him 
sneeze, 


“Tre hungry and tired wife came 
home for dinner, but could not find 
her husband anywhere. But what 
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amess! The kitchen floor wassticky 
with sourcream, and the cow was 
stretched out by the tree, hungry 
and tired. The porridge in the pot 
was burnt black and the fire was 
out. The yard was slushy and the 





Things beginning with the letter 
$ invthe picture on the back 
cover : = 
sea, sand, stones, stick, star 
fish, shells, spade, sign post, 
seahorse, spots, stripes, skipping 
rope, scarf, sunglasses, swimmer, 
sea weed, seal, submarine, sail, 
shark, sword fish, seagull, sun. 








water pot empty. While sourcream 
floated on top of the clear water of 
the well 


Soon she found her husband 
struggling with the poton his head. 
She helped him take it off and 
shook the flour off him and she 
had the good sense not to scold 
him for having made such a mess 
of things. She tidied everything, 
cooked some more porridge and 
she and her husband atein peace 


From that day the man was never 
again heard saying that his wife 
had an easier time than he! 


R. Pratibha, aged 13. 


Two children had asked their grand- 


father to tell them a story. Like most grandfathers, 
the old man told them a mythological story; and 


then gave them a square of jumbled letters. “Find 
19 Gods in this square!” he said. If you do I'll buy 
you both presents!” Can you help the children 


find the hidden Gods? 


FIND THE GODS 
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nce upon a time, there lived a 
horse called Badal, who belong 
ed to a rich landlord called Gopt 
nath, Gopinath was fond of Badal 
and looked after him well, 
But one day, Badal woke to find 
a shiny new jeep standing next to 
him in the shed, “Whatis this?” he 
wondered. 
Gopinath came into the shed as 


usual, dressed to go to work, He 
was a very busy man and rode 
through his vast fields everyday to 
see if all was well. 

But today Gopinath did not come 
near Badal, He got into the new 
jeep and turned the key. The jeep 
started with a roar. Badal jerked 
back, and neighed loudly. 


“Lam sory,Badal! But that 


isjust the wayitis. Youare a good 
horse but now there is no more 
work for you. It is a pity but you 
mustbe sold. Come, Ihave to take 
you to the next village,” said Nandu, 
Gopinath’s servant, standinabeside 
Badal as they watched Gopinath 
driving off in a cloud of dust. 


Badal was very sad. He followed 
Nandu quietly, Butas they walked 
down the road together, they saw 
a strange sight. Gopinath lay in 


the dirt under the jeep, which would 


nce upon a time, there lived a 

| mouse called Manju who want: 
ed to eat moon seeds. Now moon 
seedsare very difficult to obtain for 
they are available only on the moon. 
But Manju was determined to get 
some to eat. 

Manju went to see an old mouse 
who was very wise, and asked him 
how to get to the moon to buy 
moon seeds. 

“The bus leaves in half an hour. 


not move an inch, Gopinath was 
late and dirty and very angry. 

“This jeep won't move! One 
thud over the bumpy road, and it 
stopped. Itis useless for this terrain. 
Thank God I have Badal!” he cried. 
He climbed onto Badal's back and 
set off to work at once, without 
giving the jeep a second glance. 

The jeep was sold by Nandu to 
the village mechanic. Badal got an 
extra bundle of grass to eat that 
evening, and never again did Gopi 
nath mention selling him! 








Hiyou hurry you can catch it. There 
won't be another bus for a whole 
lunar year. Don't forget to bring 
backa bag of moon seeds for me!” 
said the old mouse. 

Manju was delighted. She pro 
mised to bring back some moon 
seeds for the old mouse and thank 
ed him forhis help. She hurried to 
the bus stop and was justin time to 
catch the bus. 

The bus rushedat full speed into 


space, all the way to the moon. 
Manju sat by a window trying to 
count the stars, But there were so 
‘many stars that she just could not 
keep counting, and soon she fell 
fast asleep. 

‘She woke up as soon as the bus. 
landed on the moon, She quickly 
got off the bus and looked around 
Thebushad stopped in the market, 
and busy moonlings were every: 
where, Manju spotted a seed shop 


andranin tobuymoon seeds. She 
popped a few intoher mouth, Oh! 
They were delicious. She hurried 
back to the bus with two full bags. 

The old mouse was sitting in his 
chair when Manju reached home 
She gave him his bag of moon 
seeds. “It took a lot of trouble to 
get moon seeds,” she said, “But 
aren't they delicious?” And the 
‘old mouse nodded vigourously with 
his mouth full! 
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nce upon a time, there lived a 
lack and white cow called Mot 
She lived in a cow shed with her 
friends. She loved to roam around 
the farm on which she lived, She 
liked the bright sun and the sound 
of the birds singing, She spent 
many hours listening to them. 
Now Moti wished to sing too, 
But no one thought that she sound- 
ed good. The only sound she could 
make was "Maaaaa!” And though 
she tried as hard as she could,her 
voice did not get any better. 


“This is a great pity,” thought 
Moti, She ate a lot of groundnut 
leaves, because she thought they 
would improve her voice, But her 
voice remained exactly the same, 
however many different kinds of 
leaves she ate: “Maaaaal How sad, 
I cannot sing like the birds!" 

One day itbegan to rain heavily, 
And it rained and rained for many 
days, The river by the farm was 
soon fulland when itkept raining it 
began to overflow. Suddenly the 
river bank burst, and the field in 


tad Moti grazed, was soon flood. 
ec 

Poor Moti was stranded. With 
the water rising around her she 
feared she would be drowned! 
jaaaaa! Maaaaa! Save me 
someone!” cried Moti in distress, 
Fortunately for her, her voice was 





LAZY BONES 


30 loud that her cry for help was 
heard by the farmer who hurriedly 
went to her rescue, 

Safe in the cowshed with her 
friends Moti thought to herself 
“Lam so glad that I can say Maaaaa! 
I could have never saved my life by 
singing like a bird!” 
























OE 027 8 time there lived 
la young girl named Anita, 
She was a good girl but sometimes 
she was lazy, She hated to wake 
up in the morning. “Anita! Anita! 
You must wake up now!” her 
mother would call every morning, 
but Anita would just huddle 
under the sheets pretending not 
to hear her, 

Anita always thought to herself, 
“Oh, I'm sure mummy will call 
me again after a while, I'll get up 
then!" 

Anita's mother got tired of 
calling her eight times every morn: 
ing. One night she said, Anita, 


Tl call you just once tomorrow. 
If you don't wake up, I won't call 


again and you must face the 
consequences.” Anita told her 
mother that she wouldn't have to. 
call her more than once the next 
morning, “I'ljump out of bed when 
you call me," she said and smiled. 


The next morning Anita's 
mother called her. “Wake up, 
Anita! I'm calling you just once 
this morning remember?" But 
Anita felt lazy that morning. She 
snuggled in her sheets burrowing 
her face under her pillow, pretend: 
ing to be asleep. 


Anita's mother smiled to herself. 
She had thought of a good way 
to cure her lazy little daughter. 
She slipped out of Anita's room 





quietly and went on with her work 
downstairs. 

Anita finally decided to get out 
of bed. It was very late by then — 
nearly ten 0’ clock. She looked at 
her mother guilty when she 
came down, remembering what 
she had said to her mother the 
previous day, 

“Good morning, Anita!” said 
Anita's mother with a smile. "Come 
and have breakfast. 'm so sorry 
you woke up late today, because 
Prita came here looking for you.” 
Prita was Anita's best friend 
“Really, mother? What did she 
want?" asked Anita. “She wanted 
you to come out with her. She 
and her parents were going to 





the zoo!” “When mother?" asked 
Anita excitedly. “What did you 
say?” 

“Well, Anita!” said Anita's mother. 
“Ltold her that I had already called 
you once, and that I couldn't call 
you again! Poor Prita was very 
disappointed.” 

Anita was disappointed too. 
She would have loved to have 
gone to the zoo with Prita, Now 
she was sorry she hadn't jumped 
‘out of bed as soon as she was 
called 

Anita's mother smiled to her: 
self, She was quite sure she would 
have no trouble with getting Anita. 
out of her bed the next day — 
and she was right. 
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Or, 270" a time, the sun had 
to shine very brightly in order 
tomake the earth as nice as possible. 
‘The grass was green and the flowers 
sparkled in the most beautiful 
colours. 

People on earth thought that the 


sunlight was lovely. The sun who 
was happy with his work smiled 
merrily and shone brighter. 

One day a rain cloud came 
nearer and nearer the sun. The 
sun was so busy smiling and shin- 
ing that he didn't see the cloud 


cy 


coming, 

The cloud came nearer and 
nearer and grew bigger and bigger 
and soon stopped all the rays of 
the sun from reaching the earth. 
All things became grey and dull 
The beautiful colours of the earth 
disappeared, Itrained and it rained 





and it rained 

Then the sun discovered a litle 
hole in the grey cloud and pushed 
his rays one by one through the 
hole, The rays formed a beautiful 
rainbow and everyone agreed that 
the sun had finally won the battle 
with the rain cloud, 


THE LION AND THE MOUSE—— 











nce upon a time, in a forest in 

a far away land, lived a bear, a 
hedgehog, a rabbit,a mouse,a hare, 
anda lion. Theyall got along very 
well together. 

‘One day, the bear arrived looking 
very pleased with himself. "Congra 
tulate me.” he said. Today I have 
become the father of three sweet 
litle bears." 

“Well,” replied the hedgehog 
“That's nothing to shout about. | 
have four children, you know!” 

The hare broke into the conver 
sation, “Three children? Four chil 
dren? What's so wonderful about 
that? I have five children!” 

“And | have seven!” cried the 


88 


rabbit. “Seven! What do you think 
of that?” 

The mouse jumped into the 
middle of the circle, and thumped 
his chest with his tiny paw. “I have 
eight children,” he squeaked. “Be 
cause Lam the smallest you might 
not have thought me capable of 
this, but | alone have reason to be 
proud.” He turned then to the 
smiling lion, who had not said a 
word so far. “Well, lion how many 
children do you have?” 

“Just one,” said the lion walking 
away. “I have only one child, but 
this only child is a lion! I'm sure 
you see what | mean. Bye bye, 
boasters, | wish you well!” 
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Ramble day was just round the 
comer. Standard V, Raui’s class, 
was busy preparing for the fancy 
dress parade. Their teacher had 
left the choice of characters to the 
pupils themselves. Raghu was 
Pandit Nehru, Sriram was Gandhi, 
Anita was Sarojini Naidu. Ravi was 
confused. So many exciting perso- 
nalities to choose from! Who should 
he be? 

Ravi decided to ask his mother 
for advice, She was busy hanging 


up the washing in their backyard, 
“Subramania Bharati,” she said 
promptly when Ravi put the ques- 
tion to her. That was a fine idea. 
Ravialready knewa lot of Bharat’s 
songs. Nowall he had to do was to 
get costume made. Fortunately 
the turban and dhoti were easily 
‘obtained. His mother altered his 
father's old black coat to fit him. 
When the great dayarrived, Rav 
wes awake before anybody else, 
though usually, he had tobe dragged 








out of bed! His parents were coming 
tohis school to watch the flag-hoist- 
ingand variety programme, Natural- 
ly he wanted to do his best for 
them, 


"The slovious tricolour went up 
and the whole school burst into 
the national anthem, The chief 
guest made a speech, and inagu- 
Tated the variety programme. 

Soon it was Ravi's turn, He 
strode out confidently from the 
wings. But, alas! Do you know 
what happened next? He tripped 
on a stray piece of wiring and fell 
flat on his face. In full view of the 
audience his turban came off and 
rolled away. 

Poor Ravi! Red with embarrass: 
ment, he got up, and adjusted his 
turban. He walked to the micro: 


phone and said: “Countrymen! 
Fellow Indians, we may fll not once 
but a thousand times, yet never 
shall we own defeat. We shall rise 
‘again and oppose our foreign rulers 
tilfreedomis ours. Vandemataramn! 
Vandemataram!” 

Fora minute there was stunned 
silence. Then the hall echoed to 
cheering and clapping. But Ravi 
was miserable. His carelessness 
had ruined everything. What a pity! 

“take great pleasure in awarding 
the prize for the fancy dress com- 
petition to Ravi Kumar of standar¢ 
V. He tumed his fall tohis advant 
age with great imagination. We 
commend his presence of mind.” 

Then Ravi, mounted the stage, 
with a smile on his face to receive 
his prize and shake hands with the 
chief guest. 
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* When American Steve Newman 
announced his intention of being 
the man to have walked the longest 
distance ever on foot, not many 
people took him seriously. But he 
has recently achieved this unique 
distinction. He has walked 33,600 
kilometres and travelled to 22 coun: 
tries on foot, although he crossed 
oceans by plane. Newman has 
walked across the globe from 
America to Europe through to Aus 
tralia! 


* Usually motor cycles are two 
wheelers. But now the Japanese 
have come up with four wheel 
motorcycles! These are believed to 
‘bemuch safer than the two-wheelers 
that we see on the roads everyday. 
The rider can't lose his balance. 
Besides these new models are said 
to be extremely fuel-efficient. 
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* There isa cold, cold, place in the 
Soviet Union called Siberia. Recent 
ly the Soviets wished to dig a 
gold mine there, and during the 
wations, the body of a creature 
n to death 90 years ago was 
unearthed. 

But what was amazing was that 
the minute the frozen body was 
dropped into a tub of water the 
creature came back to life! Three 
fourths of the creature's body was 
fluid content. Scientists surmise 
thatits the presence of these fluids 
and their sudden stimulation which 
is responsible for the miracle! 


* The latest records being sold in 
Bulgaria are very, very special. They 
are aromatic records. Each record 
gives off a pleasant smell sit plays. 
So now you don't choose just the 
music. You have to choose your 
favourite perfume as well. “Would 
you like your music scented with 
Tose or jasmine?” — AZHI 
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‘Those Childhood Days of 
Mr. RK Narayan, one of 
the most eminent novelists 
of India, was interesting 
to read, ‘The affection of, 
the child for Rama the 
monkey and the peacock 
‘were touching. The narra 
tion itself wasinspired. The 
cartoons by Uma caught 
the eye and complemen- 
ted the piece 

L Ganesh, 

L Pasupathi, 

L Rajesh, 

Coimbatore, 


| was happy to read the 
essay on polution ented 
The Student and the 
World. twas comfoning 
to note concem for the 
future of the world in a 


fof such importance must, 
be discussed frequently by 
the young readers of 
Gokulam 


Palai R. Ashok, 
Tiruchirapall 





| enjoyed all the stories 
and articles in Gokulam 
so far. Why don’t you 
publish something about 
dogs — about how to look. 
afterthem, and also some: 
thing on gardening in your 
next issue? 


Piya, 
Bombay 


The extract from The 
(Waard of Ozin last month's 
'ssue of Gokulam remind- 
ed me of my own child- 
hood. Such books are 
rarely written these days. 

Thankyou forintroducing 
my children to one of the 
favourites from my child: 

hood! 


Mrs, Gout Pratap, 
Calcutta. 


ama reader of Gokalam. 
Ispend my free ime read- 
ingit Hkethe storiesinit 
bbutmy favourite so far was 
the childhood days of 
Imran Khan, Do publish 
the childhood days of 
other cricketers. I would 








algo love to wad the stories 
of Ramayana and Maha: 
‘baratha in your magazine, 
H. Gopal, 

Allepey. 


would like to express my, 
‘ie at the sudden passing 
of Me. AL. Valliappa. Al- 
though I did not have the 
privilege of knowing him, 
Thave heard much about 
him and greatly apprecia 
ted his literary work. My 
sincere condolences to his 
breaved family and the 
larger family of Bharathan 
Publications who were 
closely associated with 
him, May his sou! rest in 
peace. 

Neela Subramaniam, 
Madras. 


We are all very sad at the 
passing away of Mr. Al 
Vallappa. My brother and 
sister and I know many of 
his poems and love them 
all 

R.Malathi, aged 9, 
Bombay, 
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Biddu : Which city on the verge 
of an explosion? 









“Bombay! 
Theni. G. Ramesh, 










‘Arun Why are you running? 
Karan: | saw a snake but it turned 
out to be a stick. 

‘Arun : But then why in the world 
‘are you trembling like this? 

Karan : Because the stick | picked 
Up to hit it with turned out to be a 
snake, 









— Veda Purushothaman 














